*    SOCIETY   *

'In a long library, lined alternately with splendidly
bound books and mirrors, and with a deep window of the
breadth of the room, opening upon the Park, I found
Lady Blessington alone. The picture to my eyes as the
door opened was a very lovely one; a woman of remark-
able beauty, half buried in a fauteuil of yellow satin,
reading by a magnificent lamp suspended from the
centre of the arched ceiling; sofas, couches, ottomans
and busts arranged in a rather crowded sumptuousness
through the room5 enamel tables, covered with expen-
sive and elegant trifles in every corner; and a delicate
white hand relieved on the back of a book, to which the
eye was attracted by the blaze of its diamond rings. As
the servant mentioned my name, she rose and gave me
her hand very cordially; and a gentleman entering
immediately after, she presented me to Count D'Orsay,
the well-known Pelham of London, and certainly the
most splendid specimen of a man and a well-dressed one
that I had ever seen.

*We went in to coffee and Moore . . . went glittering
on with criticisms of Grisi . . . whom he thought, with
the exception that her legs were too short, an incom-
parable creature. This introduced music very naturally,
and with a great deal of difficulty he was taken to the
piano. My letter is getting long, and I have no time to
describe his singing. It is well known, however, that its
effect is only equalled by the beauty of his own words;
and for one, I could have taken him into my heart with
my delight. He makes no attempt at music. It is a kind
of admirable recitative in which every shade of thought
is syllabled and dwelt upon, and the sentiment and the
song goes through your blood, warming you to the very
eyelids, and starting your tears, if you have a soul or
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